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he resembled a charger for whom no general,
however famous, could ever be grand enough.
He had all the splendour of bone and muscle
united to a supreme self-confidence and deter-
mination. He was the absolute symbol of
Herries, blood, bone, and soul, all mingled to-
gether, engaged upon the same pursuit. He
was neither dour nor aloof like his father. He
laughed often, and his laughter, Judith thought,
must make the inner confines of Borrowdale
quake. His chest was the broadest, his legs the
thickest, his neck the strongest, his arms the most
muscular that she had ever seen. Set in all
this splendour were very small eyes that had a
strange meditative stare, even when he was most
jolly. Later in the evening she was to perceive
how instantly he could change from pleasure
to business. She decided that he would become
the most important of all the Herries family, and
she was correct in her prophecy.

Already he dominated everyone there. He
wore a huge stock, a vast purple coat and immense
trousers, just then coming into fashion. His
hair was a dark curly brown, and he had a snuff-
box as big almost as a band-box.

He ordered the servants, arranged the details
of the party as though he were master of the
house. Two years previously he had married
Agnes Bailey, daughter of a rich City merchant*
She was not present this evening because she was
expecting very shortly her first child. So Walter,
roaring and laughing, informed Judith, adding
that if the child were not a boy he would let his